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Summary: 


Richie doesn't do boyfriends. All the domestic shit, all the sappy rom- 
com behavior, it was fucking disgusting. Richie takes men home, 
attempts to rid himself of the aching loneliness in his chest, fails, 
obviously, and sets them free. When he finds his next target in a bar 
and offers to buy him a drink, Richie does a double take. Not because 
Richie recognized the boy from three years prior, but because the boy 
ordered a goddamned Appletini. 


1. Eddie Looks Hot 


Author's Note: 
Hey anyone who may be reading! 


I'm Kath and this is my first actual fic. Please take it 
easy on me. (I can't guarantee a good one) but I'll do 
my best. 


If you're here from twitter, I love you <3 

my twitter is the same as my name on here 

enjoy! positive feedback is always appreciated :) 
“T am absolutely the fuck not doing that.” 


Eddie Kaspbrak did not do bars. And it wasn’t up for debate tonight 
just because he was going through a breakup. Sure, he’d love to drink 
off his headache and forget his headache of an ex, but no. Bars hated 
Eddie, and the feeling was mutual. 


The first time Eddie entered a bar, it was his 19th birthday. The bar 
that Beverly dragged him to only checked college ids, which made it 
easy to sneak in. The bar was called TJ’s, and Bev had always gone 
with her friends. Bev was Eddie’s only friend at the time, and 
practically dragged Eddie anywhere he went. Eddie could have been 
just fine staying home reading as he usually did, but no. Bev always 
insisted on grabbing his shirt collar on her way out the door. She 
forced him to celebrate his 19th at TJ’s, just the two of them, because 
“it’s absolutely unacceptable to read a book to celebrate a birthday”. 


So that fateful night in early September, that’s where they went. The 
air was crisp in Derry, as it always was in the fall months, and the 
sun was falling quickly. Eddie sauntered into TJ’s with slumped 
shoulders and a red windbreaker, while Bev held his arm to prevent 
an escape. As the night progressed, Eddie slammed down tequila. He 
was 19, 135 pounds, and unstoppable. And when a snarky boy told 
him with a wink, “Don’t drink too much there, I still need you to give 


me a ride home to see your mom. I really need to get there in one 
piece; she’ll be devastated if a certain one is missing.” Eddie attacked 
him. Feral painted claws and all. The cops were called on the boys 
rolling on the floor, and both stumbled their separate ways from the 
bar, one dragging a bewildered Beverly and the other dragging a 
curly haired boy in a bird flannel. 


Eddie was banned from TJ’s. 


When Eddie woke up the next morning and remembered a brawl 
with an obnoxious stanger, he vowed not to go to a bar again. Ever. 
Ever. 


“Eddie come on. That was three years ago. You can’t avoid bars 
forever, and you need a rebound. It’s not every day that you’re a 
newly single gay man. You have a whole new market to look at. 
Options. You need to get your ass out of the house.” She said newly 
gay because the predicament had ended his relationship with Myra. 
Apparently, making a relationship work with someone of the gender 
you’re not attracted to is rather difficult, but hed managed longer 
than you’d think. Bev was right of course about getting out of the 
apartment, but a bar? 


“Bev, there are plenty of places I can go. Like a bookstore. Or hell. I 
don’t have to pick up a guy at a bar. Am I even ready to pick up a 
guy? Fuck Bev, how do I flirt?” Eddie went into a clear state of panic, 
pacing the kitchen of their shared, two bedroom apartment, while 
rambling about how do I look gay and do I even have a gaydar. Eddie 
was in such blind panic mode that he didn’t notice Bev leave the 
room. By the time he scanned his surroundings and noticed a missing 
red head, she was already waltzing back into the kitchen, hand 
behind her back. 


“You know Eddie, if you took a few deep breaths and used your 
brain, you’d know that I already have all of your problems figured 
out. I have the right stuff to fix you up.” Bev pulled her makeup bag 
from behind her back with a sly smirk on her face. “I’m going to 
make you look pretty Eds, and if there’s a gay guy in the whole bar, 
he’ll be talking to you.” 


A half hour later, Eddie felt like he had dried concrete on his 


eyelashes and three inches of blush on his face. His nails were a deep, 
navy blue, and his hair was gelled to flow. Eddie thought the whole 
ordeal was rather uh, excessive, but quickly bit his tongue when he 
looked into the mirror. 


Eddie Kaspbrak, the loser, did not inhabit the mirror. Because this 
guy was hot. Eddie would date this guy. Sure, Eddie knew he couldn’t 
date himself, but damn he fucking wished. Eddie was, you could say, 
pleasantly surprised at his own appearance. 


“Bev how- what the fuck, how did you- what? I don’t even- fuck 
dude. What happened to me?” Eddie could barely speak as he 
pondered over his reflection. She sure did him some favors. Because 
of the mascara, his lashes framed his eyes beautifully and made them 
pop. The white eyeliner under his eyes made them look larger, and 
slightly more femenine. The blush gave him an innocent look, but his 
filled eyebrows had the opposite effect. They looked bold and 
intimidating in a way Eddie didn’t think was possible. He looked hot. 


“Do you not like it? The makeup’s useless if you’re not confident in it. 
I have a makeup wipe in my bag if-” 


“Beverly. No. I love it. Let’s get to this fucking bar and find me a man 
that I can wrestle here instead of the dirty fucking bar floor.” Eddie 
darted into his room to change into his “bar outfit”. Yes, he had a bar 
outfit. He only wore it one time and, as can be assumed, it was at the 
fucking bar. This “bar outfit” consisted of a black and white 
horizontal striped shirt, his signature red, cinched windbreaker, tight, 
cuffed blue jeans, and his brown, leather chukka boots. Eddie always 
deemed the outfit as the perfect display of “I don’t give a fuck, but 
I’m still too good for you”. After he slid on the shirt and shimmied 
into the jeans, he laced up his boots. When he left his room, Bev was 
scrolling through her phone, clicking her long, black nails on the 
counter. 


“So Bev, what do you think?” She glanced up and did a double take, 
laughing simultaneously. 


“Goddamn, Kaspbrak, I haven’t seen you wear that outfit since that 
night. I feel like we’re 19. Maybe you look a little older.” She added 
the last bit upon seeing Eddie’s glare. Bev hopped off of the stool and 


reached for Eddie’s hand, spinning him around. “Let’s find you a 
man.” She said, leading him to the door. 


Eddie was nervous for the night, fearing the unknown, but 
excitement coursed through his veins. Eddie knew that tonight 
started a new chapter in his life; so began a chapter of self 
acceptance, of new beginnings, maybe even of new love. And one 
Edward Kaspbrak was more than ready to see where his new journey 
would take him. 


2. Goddamn Appletini 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Richie meets Eddie. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey! I meant to update yesterday but a bunch of 
plans came up. I always feel like I've written a ton, 
but it then ends up only being about 1000 words. I'll 
compensate with updating often hopefully. 


Anyway. I love you! Feedback is appreciated. 
Thanks for the nice comments so far! 


The bar was dark when he walked in. Lights were dimmed as men 
and women socialized throughout the crowded room. Various bottles 
lined the walls, and several people were crowding the bar. And 
Richie went to his usual corner. 


Richie was definitely a bar kind of guy. Bad day? Go to the bar. Good 
day? Celebrate at the bar. Bored shitless? Get wasted at the bar. His 
place used to be TJ’s, but he started going to Mike’s ever since he was 
banned. Yes, banned. Some fucker got him kicked out, but Richie 
didn’t regret the chance to get close to him. The fucker was a little 
bitch but he was a hot little bitch. Goddamn. Anyway. 


Richie hopped to his corner at Mikes where he saw Bill and Stan 
waiting. They were good guys. Richie was lucky to have them. Stan 
had his usual mop of curly hair atop his head and a short sleeve 
button-down shirt with these little birds printed on top. He wore 
cuffed blue jeans and black, suede dress shoes beneath. Richie didn’t 
realize their weekly bar meetup was such an occasion. Bill wore a 
burgundy sweater with black skinny jeans and chelsea boots. They 
looked nice, and Richie was beginning to feel underdressed. Richie 
wore a light brown jean jacket, an old, black Calpurnia band t-shirt, 
black ripped jeans, cuffed of course, and his favorite chukka boots. 
Richie thought he looked fine, but the other two made him second 


guess himself. He bet he could find a guy anyway. 


“So how are you Rich? Find a keeper yet?” Stan was playing, 
knowing his question was dumb, but Richie answered anyway. There 
was a loud clang behind the bar. 


“You know I’m not looking for a keeper, Stan. I’m seeing where life 
takes me.” Bill groaned. Richie was halfway being sarcastic, but he 
really was just going with the flow. By going with the flow, he meant 
seeing which guy in the bar would accompany him to his apartment 
this time. He’d had his fair share of relationships, or rather 
relationship, but that was enough for him. And no one could 
convince him otherwise. Another crowd of people entered the bar. 


“Yeah, yeah Rich we know you're a big fucking stud and guys fall at 
your fucking feet when you give them your “look”.” Bill held up 
finger quotes when he said “look”, and him and Stan both started to 
laugh. They both loved Richie dearly, but never failed to put him in 
check. Or at least try. 


“Yeah you’re right Bill, they do. You better watch what you say or Pll 
give it to you and see what happens then.” Rich gave Bill a suggestive 
smirk and wink as Bill fake gagged on the table. Stan giggled and 
grabbed Bill by the bar. 


“Come on Bill, were going to the bar. I have a crush on the bartender. 
Rich, you coming?” Richie considered it. He could drink at the bar, or 
look to pick up a cute guy. But why not both? As Richie glanced at 
the bar, he saw him. He wore a red jacket, sinful blue jeans, and the 
same exact boots as Richie. Unfortunately, the man was facing the 
bar. 


“Uhh- yeah I think Pll come with you guys. Yeah, I need a drink.” 
The three of them walked over to the bar area to get a drink, as stan 
combed his fingers through his hair and fixed his shirt. They made 
their way through crowds of sweaty bodies and flirting college kids. 
Richie’s eyes never left the short boy as the boy talked to a fiery 
redhead, who Bill had been staring at for quite some time, and Richie 
knew that he had found his target. As they finally reached the bar, 
Stan waved his hand at Mike, the bartender. Mike made his way 
over, ignoring the other drunk customers. 


“Hey Stan, I feel like it’s been forever.” Mike smiled warmly at the 
blushing boy, and Richie nearly gagged at the gesture. It was only a 
matter of time before one took the other home, and Richie was not 
willing to watch them dance around it. Rich noticed Bill conversing 
with the redheaded girl, which only meant.. 


“Hey. Uhh- hey.” He tapped Richie’s shoulder. “Yeah. Do you, uh, 
come here often?” The boy smirked an awfully awkward little smile 
that Richie found endearing. The boy’s smile faltered, and Richie 
realized that he forgot to respond. 


“Oh yeah, um, was that a pick up line? You know you don’t need to 
use one when you look like that. Can I buy you a drink?” The boy 
looked completely taken aback, as his pick up line had been turned 
against him. He was the one being picked up. 


“J- uhh, I don’t even know your name.” Richie internally laughed 
because this was the same boy that put a move on him first without 
knowing his name. But he kept a cool demeanor. The boy was clearly 
nervous and flustered, and Richie was growing interested. 


“Tm Richard. Tozier. But you,” Richie leaned into the boy’s ear and 
breathed, “Can call me Richie.” If the boy was flustered before, that 
was nothing compared to what he was now. He was bright red, 
peering up at Richie with dark, chocolate eyes. The kind that you 
could get lost in the depths of. Richie decided to really take in the 
boy’s appearance. He was fit, for sure. His hair was a deep, dark 
brown, maybe black. It was hard to tell in the dim lighting of the bar. 
It was long enough to the point where it was curling at the ends. He 
had an adorable kind of face. Now that Richie really thought it 
through, he was curious as to why he was receiving a pick up line at 
first. This boy didn’t look like the type. “How about that drink then? 
Anything you like. What’s your poison? But only if I can have your 
name.” 


“Well if I’m not mistaken, it’s a little early to ask for my name. We’ve 
only known each other for five minutes, and I think, if anything, rd 
be taking your name.” Richie was wildly amused at this point. This 
boy knew banter, and even if it was dumb, immature banter, it was 
still amusing. Richie smiled at the boy. “I’m joking, my name’s Eddie 
Kaspbrak, and I’d love an Appletini.” 


An appletini? An apple fucking tini? Richie nearly laughed out loud. 
What the flying fuck was an appletini? 


“Eddie. Cute name. Cute drink.” Richie looked the boy up and down. 
“Cute boots.” He added with a flirtatious wink. He looked down the 
bar to where Mike and Stan were still flirting. “Hey, Mike! Hey man, 
can you get Eddie here an Appletini? You can flirt with Stan on the 
date I’m gonna make him ask you on.” Mike walked over, laughing. 


“Of course, Rich. I do make a mean Appletini.” 


Goddamn. What the fuck. Appletini. Richie needed to know this boy. 


3. Smoke Break 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Richie and Eddie get to know each other during the 
night at the bar. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey, sorry it's been a while since my update. Writer's 
block haha. But hopefully I'll be back to my regularly 
scheduled once-and-a-while updates. Also, thanks for 
the kudos and comments. :) Hope you like this. 


“So, that date he’s gonna make you ask me on?” Mike had a teasing 
glint in his eye as he walked over to Stan, nearly running into the 
side of his bar and knocking bottles over. He’d had his eye on Stan 
for quite some time now, but hadn’t been sure if Stan felt the same. 
Stan and the others came to Mike’s once a week, and Stan always left 
a flirty wink for Mike on his way out. Mike was preparing himself to 
ask the man out, but if there was another option, he was all for it. 


“Oh, that’s just Richie being Richie. I mean, unless you wanted to go 
on one. Like I will, but if you don’t want to then I won’t. But I’d love 
to, if you would.” Stan was rambling, completely oblivious to Mike’s 
adoration, and was taken aback when Mike said “How about after my 
shift?” Stan’s heart nearly burst from his chest. 


“Well?” Mike asked, hopeful as ever and hoping that asking wouldn’t 
cross their line. He was interested in Stan, sure, but would be 
incredibly upset if he no longer got to see the boy. 


“What’s the plan then? Pd love to.” The relief that washed over Mike 
was insurmountable, rushing through him like a river. 


As they talked through their plans for after Mike’s shift, Richie and 
Eddie were getting along over Coronas and Appletinis. 


“You’ve never even met my mom, dude. Cut that shit out, she’s a cold 
hearted bitch and you’d want nothing to do with her.” Eddie was 


slurring his words by now, having drunk 6 Appletinis, and getting 
along really well with Richie. Of course Richie had been cracking 
mom jokes and been an overall pain in the ass, but Eddie was 
enjoying the banter. 


“You don’t know a think about me, Eds. Your mother and I would get 
along very well. We did last night anyway.” Richie said with a wink. 


“Oh shut UP Richie, you did NOT.” Eddie was laughing hard enough 
to where he nearly fell off his stool at the bar. Richie caught Eddie by 
the jacket sleeve, pulling him back onto the stool, as Eddie’s breath 
hitched. By now, they’d begun to attract attention from nearby 
drinkers, who were in awe of their antics. Some seem intrigued, 
while others were purely annoyed. Either way, Eddie and Richie were 
the center of attention, which Richie loved and Eddie hated. 


“You know, this is my usual bar, but I haven’t seen you here. Any 
reason for that, Eds?” Richie looked into Eddie’s ambiguous eyes over 
the top of his beer, trying to figure the smaller boy out. At this point, 
Richie would be fine with not seeing the boy in his bed, as long as it 
meant getting his number. He couldn’t stand the idea of having 
someone he clicked with so well being a one time fling. He was far 
too lonely to give up the opportunity. 


“Funny story, that is. I haven’t actually been to a bar in 3 years. I 
went to a bar once, got kicked out, and haven’t been back since. 
Well, that is until today. Guess you’re in luck, meeting me.” A slight 
blush painted Eddie’s face as he told the story, not bothering to give 
details. 


“Don’t be so embarrassed, Eds. I’ve been kicked out of a bar too. It 
was a few years back, but I’m still pissed about it. That was my 
favorite bar!” The two didn’t quite make the connection that they’d 
gotten each other kicked out, but it was only a matter of time. Before 
they could come to the realization, Richie changed the subject. 


“So, Eds, you said you haven’t been to a bar in three years? What 
brings you here tonight? I’m guessing the redhead my friend’s trying 
to take home probably dragged you here.” Richie was genuinely 
curious for the answer. He couldn’t imagine not going to the bar for 
three years, but he had an even harder time imagining what would 


bring a person back after three years. 


“Actually, you’re completely right. Bev, that redhead, did drag me 
here. Here is the last place I wanted to be tonight, but the night’s 
turning out to be not so bad.” Rich felt himself blush at the words, 
then wondered what was happening to him. He never blushed at his 
“conquests”. Then he remembered that Eddie was no longer a 
conquest. 


“Why’d she drag you here tonight?” Richie asked. “And why do you 
hate the bar so much?” 


“You sure have a lot of questions. Pm really not that exciting, I 
swear.” Eddie had a small, sideways smile on his face, clearly still 
timid, despite the drinks. However, the boy was loosening up with 
each drink, and Richie with him. So they talked more than they 
would have sober. “Beverly dragged me here because I recently broke 
up with my girlfriend. It was a big mess and everything, so tragic. I 
know.” 


Richie deflated. Girlfriend. Shit. Richie guessed he bought twelve 
Appletinis for a friend, then. Unless Eddie was bisexual? No, 
definitely not. Richie’s luck wasn’t that good. 


“Girlfriend, huh? Sorry about that.” Richie almost passed as sincere. 
Eddie gave Richie a knowing smile while looking up at the man, 
sipping on his Appletini. By now, Eddie was far past buzzed and 
getting bold. Mike was still talking to Stan, while Bill was flirting 
with Beverly, and they were alone, sitting on two barstools in a dimly 
lit bar. 


“Let’s go out for a smoke, Rich.” 


Richie was speechless for a second, but quickly got over it, muttering 
a “yeah, let’s go,” and dragging the boy out of Mike’s. As they made 
their way through drunk, underage teens and out into the cold 
evening air, the silence was extremely refreshing. Snow fell lightly on 
the rooftops of Derry, making its way onto the dark curls on Richie’s 
head and neatly combed hair on Eddie’s. Eddie looked up at Richie as 
Richie pulled out a pack of cigarettes. 


“You know those aren’t good for you. They’ll literally destroy your 
lungs and give you six different types of cancer. I can’t believe you 
smoke those.” Richie looked down at Eddie, confused, considering 
Eddie asked him out for a smoke, but decided against asking. Instead, 
he had a better idea. 


“T don’t smoke. I put the thing that can kill me between my teeth but 
don’t give it the power to kill me.” They stared at each other. Silence. 
Richie was on the verge of laughing as Eddie attempted to see if he 
was serious. Eddie didn’t need to know that Richie could have quoted 
it exactly if he’d wanted to, sad love stories were the center of 
Richie’s universe. 


“Isn’t that a line from that girl movie?” Eddie started giggling, as 
Richie burst out laughing, while lighting his cigarette. 


“Fuck, I can’t keep a straight face. Yeah, I smoke sometimes. But not 
often. And I probably don’t watch “girl” movies. Yeah, probably not. 
But it would be okay if I did. Yeah.” Richie was talking more to 
himself at this point as Eddie stared with raised eyebrows, stifling a 
laugh. Richie snapped out of it, looking at the smaller boy. There was 
snow in Eddie’s hair. Richie was drunk and enamored. 


“Yeah, anyway,” Eddie said, “I broke up with Myra, my girlfriend, 
because I guess I’m, uh, gay. Yeah. Still figuring that out, still weird 
to say out loud, but yeah. When I see guys like you in the bar, I know 
I’m not mistaken.” They both blushed at the implication. 


“Well Eds, ’m gay too. But you probably could have guessed 
considering I’ve stared at you all night and bought you fifteen Apple 
fucking tinis.” Richie smiled down at Eddie, putting his arm around 
the boy. “Let’s go inside. I don’t trust Mike and Stan alone.” The boys 
went to leave the freezing winter air, but both felt warm inside. The 
night was long, but neither minded. Richie felt like he didn’t have to 
be alone anymore, and Eddie finally felt comfortable in his own 
identity. Even after one night, the boys were good for eachother. And 
they hoped the good would last. 


4. Coffee with Bev 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Eddie goes to coffee with Bev 
Notes for the Chapter: 


I AM BACK LOSERS! 
Enjoy this chapter, I spent way too long on it. I'm not 
sure if other writers spend this much time on such a 
small piece of writing, but it takes me forever. So in 
short, it's unrevised. 


I LOVE ALL OF YOU WHO COMMENT AND LEAVE 


The next morning was absolute, complete, utter hell for Eddie. He 
woke up with a killer headache destroying his vision, leaving him 
seeing dark, black spots as he sat up, and a stomach ache that could 
rival pregnancy, maybe? The giving birth part. No, maybe not. But it 
was really bad. Nauseating and sickening. But despite the condition 
he was in, he was smiling. 


No, he didn’t wake up in Richie’s bed. Unfortunately, he thought. 
But, he did get a phone number, which he planned on using. He 
wasn’t quite sure what attracted him to Richie so much. It could be 
the messy hair and wonky eye, the lopsided smile and obnoxious 
laugh, or the feeling that Richie genuinely wanted to hear Eddie talk. 
The fact that, despite his insecurities, Eddie felt confident speaking 
freely around the man. Okay, maybe he did know what attracted him 
so much to Richie. But Eddie wasn’t prepared for what Richie had in 
store for him that previous night. Eddie wanted, specifically, a fling. 
And that’s it! And it wasn’t even his idea, it was Bev’s. He just got out 
of his relationship, just realized he was gay, and now was having a 
gay crisis. Eddie thought he found his fling when he saw Richie, but 
then Richie laughed. And smiled. And it was fucking angelic. A 
completely unexpected sound from the taller man, but adorable, 
nonetheless. And since that defining moment, Eddie knew he’d fall 
deep if he wasn’t careful. 


It was so typical of Eddie to fall hard for the first man that looked at 
him. Honestly, he should have seen it coming. What was he thinking, 
going up to Richie and trying to take him home? Shouldn’t he have 
seen it ending badly? Then again, Eddie wasn’t the brightest when it 
came to love. Which is not what this was! No, it was a crush. 
Obviously. But he had to be careful because Eddie always “fell in 
love” by the third date. Fuck, they hadn’t even had their first. Eddie 
was fucked. 


He stood up from the rumpled sheets in his bed, much to his head’s 
dismay, and reluctantly wandered to the kitchen to make coffee. 
Eddie was big on coffee, ever since college. Always dark, always 
bitter, just the way he liked it. Eddie liked his coffee like he liked his 
men, filling him up. Joking! Eddie was a virgin, duh. But Richie made 
him wish he wasn’t. 


As he put in the filter and filled it with coffee grounds, the phone 
rang. Please be Richie, he thought. Yes, it was ten in the morning. It 
was Bev. 


“Edward Kapbrak speaking.” Eddie giggled at the formality. It wasn’t 
even funny, he just felt like such shit he was one wrong step away 
from being absolutely delirious. 


“Funny, Kaspbrak, but we’re going for coffee.” Bev did not sound 
amused. But that was just Bev, there to remind Eddie that he was not 
funny. Or Eddie was being dramatic, and Bev was just in a bad mood. 
Probably the latter. 


“You could’ve told me that ten minutes ago Bev, I just made coffee.” 
The smell only slightly relieved Eddie’s hangover, but he appreciated 
it. “Oh fine, IIl come. But only because you don’t sound very 
enthused about me missing it. Call me a great friend. Do it!” 


“Youre a great friend, blah blah blah. Okay meet me at our place in 
twenty.” Eddie sighed, not in the state to deal with crabby Bev. He 
agreed, somewhat against his will, and hung up. He flung his foul 
smelling clothes off, (before carefully folding them and placing them 
in his hamper), and jumped in the shower. Definitely not thinking of 
Richie as he did so. 


Ten minutes later, after a shower that consisted less of washing and 
more of all things Richie, Eddie rushed to get dressed and out the 
door. He slid on his favorite patterned sweater, skinny blue jeans, 
and platformed doc martens, before heading out the door to meet 
Bev. Richie consumed his thoughts on the drive over. Well him, and 
“FUCK MY STOMACH!” But mostly him. Eddie was convinced he 
needed a date. 


A date would solve Eddie’s crush, right? Eddie didn’t want a crush. 
And though he didn’t have much experience with men, he still knew 
what he liked. And more importantly, what he didn’t like. And there 
was quite a bit Eddie didn’t like. So finding a fatal flaw in Richie 
would most likely be easy. In fact, he’d probably find one after only 
one date, and his crush would be diminished. Easy. 


He pulled into the parking lot, still fantasizing about a date with the 
cute man from last night, and walked into the shop. Bev was waiting 
at their usual table, in the corner away from the crowds. Not that 
there were ever really crowds there. The shop was a little hole in the 
wall coffee hut called Balance, and not many people knew about it. 
Bev called him over, seemingly in a better move, and Eddie smiled at 
her as he made his way to the table. 


“Hey loser, how hungover were you this morning?” She smirked at 
him, knowing full well that the correct answer was “a fuck ton”. 


“What do you mean how hungover WAS I? I still am. A lot, thanks for 
asking.” He glared at her, but she knew he was joking. “Why’d you 
call me here anyway? Have anything to do with how cranky you 
sounded this morning?” Now was his turn to smirk at her. He knew it 
would get under her skin, and that’s the kind of relationship they 
had. But at the mention of a hangover, he was reminded of the 
throbbing of his head and ache of his stomach. He cursed Bev in his 
head. 


“I actually do have a reason as to why you're here right now. You, 
sir, need to tell me all about last night. And I want the details. Please, 
fill me in. I don’t want a summary, I want your exact conversations 
and the way he looked at you and all about how you feel about 
Richie.” She wiggled her eyebrows as she said Richie’s name which in 
turn made Eddie giggle. “I know you didn’t go home with him so I 


need to know what happened.” Eddie was blushing as he ordered his 
usual dark roast once the barista walked over, trying not to smile. He 
was still shy, but him and Bev knew everything about each other. 
She’d been with him through the start of his relationship, through the 
end, through his issues with his mom, through the death of his mom, 
and through everything else. She definitely deserved to know how a 
certain someone’s contagious smile broke through his ribs and into 
his heart. 


“Okay, so uhh, maybe, I don’t quite know, but maybe I have a teensy 
tiny crush on him.” Eddie launched into the story of his disgraceful 
pickup line, getting reverse picked up, drinking fifteen free appletinis, 
Richie’s complete and utter confusion with the concept of the very 
drink, their conversations about everything under the sun, and their 
eventual exchange of phone numbers, including Richie’s promise of a 
phone call. 


Bev looked happy, but a little concerned as the barista brought out 
their drinks. Eddie wasn’t sure what the cause of concern was, and it 
slightly deflated him. He sipped on his steaming cup when she began 
speaking. He should have known her reasoning before she answered. 


“Eddie, you just got out of a serious relationship and didn’t even 
know you were gay until so recently. Maybe you should take it easy, 
play the field a little bit. You know, before you settle into something 
new. I just don’t want to see you hurt. He seems like such a great 
guy, I agree, but you deserve some time to adjust.” She really did 
want what was best for him, so he listened to every word. 


“Play the field,” he mumbled. “Interesting.” He silently nodded an 
agreement, and Bev smiled up at him. Yeah, playing the field was a 
good idea. Definitely. 


